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| s Programme. s* I 

= QS3- = 

j= 5. ARIA .Tago’s Song—“Credo’’ (“Otello”) .... Verdi EE 


Mr. HAROLD 


= Vanne ! la tua meta gia vedo. 

= Ti spinge il tuo dimone, 

= B il tuo dimon son io ; 

= E me transcinn il mio, nei quale io credo— 

= Inescrato Iddio. 

EE Credo in nu Dio crudel che m’ha creato simile 
= a se, 

= E che nell’ ira io uomo, 

IE B sento il tango originario in me. 
zz Si! quest’ e la mia fe ! 

EE Credo con fermo cuor, siocome crede, 

= La vedevella al tempio, 

= Che il mal ch’io epnso e che da me procede 
zz Per mio dastino a dempio. 

= Chedo che il ginsto e ira istrion beffardo 
= E nei viso e nei cuor, 

= Che tutto e in lui bugiardo, 

= Lagrima, bacio, sguardo, 

= Sacrificio e onor 

= E credo 1’uom gioco d’inious sorte, 

= Dal germe della culla al venne dell’ aval. 

= Vien dope tanta irrision la Morte. 

= E-poi ? E-poi ? 

= La Morte e il Xull’a e vecchia fola il Ciel. . . . 


= 2. ARIA .... “Ah fors e lui’' 


Miss ELSIE 


zz Recit. 

~ E strano ! e strano! in core scolpiti ho quegli 
EE accenti! saria per me «ventura, un serio amore ? 

— Che risolvi, turbata anima mia? Null’ uomo 

Ei ancora faccendeva. Oh gioja ch’ io non conobbi, 
zz esser amata amando! e sdegnar la poss’ io, per 
zz 1’aride follie del viver mio? 

EE Aria. 

E= Ah fors’ e lui che 1’anima 

~ Solinga ne’ tumulti 

== Godea sovente pingere 

=i De’ suoi colori occulti. . . . 

— Lui che modesto e vigile 

= All’ egre soglie ascese, 

~ E nuova febbre acCese, 

~ Destandomi all’ amor. 

— A quell’ amor ch’ e palpito 

— Dell’ universo intero, 

= Misterioso, altero, 

EE Croce e edizia al cor. 

^!!lll!!!l!l!!l!!l!l!lllinillin!ll!llillHNII!IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIH 


WILLIAMS. 


Go then i well thjr fate 1 desery, Ez 

Thy demon drives thee onward— = 

That demon, lo! am I. 

E’en as piy own impels on vvhose command I ~ 
wait— = 

Relentless Fate. = 

Cruel is He, the God who in- His image has = 
fashioned, me, = 

And whom in wrath I worship, = 

From some vile germ of nature, some paltry stone — 
I took mine issue, = 

Vile is my tissue,, = 

For I am human, = 

I feel the primal mud-flow of my breed. = 

Yes, this is all my orged, = 

Firmly do I believe as e’er did wojnan = 

Who prays before the altar, ~ 

Of every ill, whether I think or do it, — 

’Tis fate that drives me to it, EE 

Tliou honest .man art but a wretched plajmr, EE 
And thy life but a part. EE 

A lie each word thou savest, = 

Teardrops, kisses, prayers, 

Are as false as thou art. =: 

Man, fortune’s fool e’en from his earliest bréath =z 
The germ of. life is fashioned to feed the worm zz 
of deatli. zz 

Yes, after all this folly all must die, zz 

And then there’s nothin.g, and heaven" an ancient — 
lie. ... zz 


(“Traviata”) .... .... Verdi = 


COCHRANE. 


Recit. = 

Oh wonder! oh wonder! these accents upon my = 
heart are graven ! Will it misfortune bring me ? = 

A serious passion ? What shall be thy resolve, = 

my troubled spirit ? No living man jaath yet = 

enflamed thee. Oh! rapture that I have known = 
not, to be beloved and loving! Can mv heart = 
still disdain it for cold and heartless follies which = 
now enchain mc % =E 


Air. 

’Tis thus perchance the longing soui, 
Lonelv ’mid scenes of pleasure, 

Oft loves to paint an objeot dear 
With its own gold and azure : 

He who, with modest vigilance 
To my sick-rooin returning, 

Kindied new flames still buruing, 
Dooming my heart to love 1 
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A roe fanciulla un candidi 
B trepido desire 
Questi effigio dolcissimo 
Signor dell’ avvenire. 

Quando ne’ cieli il raggio 
Di sua belta vedea, 

B tutta roe pascea 
Di quel divino error. 

Sentia che amore e il palpito 
Dell’ universo intero, 

Misterioso altere, 

Croce e delizia al cor. 

Follie ! follie ! delirio vano e questo ! 

In quai sogni me perdo! 

Povera donna, sola, 

Abbandonata in questo popoloso deserto 
Che appellano iParigi : 

Che spero or pm ? Che far degg’ io ? . . gioire. 
Di volutta- nei vortici finire. 

Cavatina. 

Sempre libera degg’ io 
Transvolar di gioia in gioia, 

Perche ignoto al viver mio 
Mulla passi del piacer. 

Nasca il giorno, il giorno uiuoia 
Sempre me la stressa trovi; 

Le dolcezze a me rinnov; 

Ma non muti il" mio pensier. 


Ves! this is love, ’tis the love that palpitates 
Thro’ all the world, through creation widely 
extended. 

Ah! pow’r mysterious, pow’r ne’er vet coropre- 
hended, 

Torment, torment and rapture, eaeh do we prove. 
Ah! in turn we prove. 


What folly ! what folly! all this is vain delirium. 
Child of misfortune, lonely, 

By all abandoned in this gay, crowded desert, 
This vortex of pleasure thev eall Taris! 

What hope remains ? What must I do, theu? 
.Surrender to pleas.ure’s madd’ning whirl again, 
Life’s madd’ning whirl enjoy. 

Cavatina. 

Bver free shall I still wander 
Madly from pleasure to pleasure; 

Life’s short rooments shall I squander 
In pursuit of follies gay. 

Days pass by me in rapid roeasure, 

Happiest where light hearts are throyging; 
For new pleasures ever longing, 

Fhall my thoughts fl}* idlv away. 


3. ¥IGL!N SOL! ... (a) “Romance’’ .... .... .... .... Beethoven 

(b) “Variations on a Theme of Corelli” .... Tart in i 

Miss KATHLEEN PARLOW. 


= 4. SONG .... .... “ Song of the Genie” .... Granville Bantock = 

1 Miss MARGARET BALFOUR. 1 


—: Ihe slave of a master’s will am I. = 

1 whirl like the storm ’neath the riven sky, 

~ Or, soft as breath of a -child asleep, EE 

~ I rock with the breeze on a summer deep. EE 

E: The moon-white gqins of the sea are mine, = 

=; i know where the lnes of the ruby shine, = 

And the thousand seats of the serpent queen 

Fashion’d of gold and emerald green. == 

From the Sirmurgh I steal the feather’d spell, = 

= The stars from heaven, the flames from hell; == 

= Where Solomon sleeps on his golden throne, = 

On his dead right hand the signet stone; == 

— Fearless I enter, aud I alone. — 

El Deadlv the’ lash of the serpent’s sting, E 

Swiftly I swoop on the gleaming ring. 

— Far then I fly on my mighty pinion, E 

=: Clouds are my crown, and earth my dominion. 

The «lave am I of a masterts will, E 

== I-Iis ban or Messing I must fulfil. = 

~ King over men and gods must he be, EE 

== Who would claim ihis kiugiy iight o’er me. 

= i.Master of spirits, Master of clav, ~ 

Call me, oh! strong one, swift i obey. = 
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EE 5. SONG .... “Onaway, Awake, Beloved” (“Hiawatha”) Coleridge-Taylor = 
1 Mr. ERNEST DRAKE. I 


Onaway, my heart sings to thee, 

Sings with joy when thou are near me, 
As the sighing, singing branches 
In the pleasant moon of strawberriés! 

When thou art not pleased, beloved, 
Then my heart is sad and darkened, 

As the shining river darkens 
When the clouds drop shadows on it. 

When thou smilest, my beloved, 

Then my troubled heart is brightened, 
As in suushine gleam the ripples 
That the cold wind måkes in rivers. 

Smiles the earth, and smile the waters, 
Smile the cloudless skies above us, 
But I lose the way of smiling 
When thou art no longer near nie! 

I myself, myself, behold me! 

Blood of my beating heart, behold me! 

Oh, awake, awake., beloved! 

Onaway ! awake, beloved! 


= 6= SONG .... .... “Wimmen, oli Wimniea” .... Lyall Phillips 

| Mr. HAROLD WILLIAMS. 

EE Wimmen, oh ! wimmen, it’s alus the same, 

= They are the spoil sports of ev’ry man’s game, 

== It’s fair amazin’ the misehief they brew, 

EE An’ what they call theilxselves doiTt they make 
= others do. 

= Ah, no, ye can’t please ’em, it’s ncthing but fight, 

= If you calls it “left,” then it’s sure to be “right.” 

= An’ if you calls it “right,” then it’s sure to be 
= wrong, 

== '1'bey’re that contrairywise all their lives long. 

EE 7. SONG .... “The Waltz Song” (“Romeo and Juliet”) .... Gounocl 
| Miss ELSIE COCHRANE. 

~ Song, jest, perfume and dances, 

~ Smiles, vows, love-laden glances 

— All that spells or entrances, 

EE: In ene charm blend; . 

~ As in fair dream enfolden, 

iE Born of fantasy golden, 

= Spirits from .fairy-land olden, 

— On me now tend! 

= Then ere the summer’s failing, 

= Pluck the rose that bloometh to die, 

= I.ove' with its breath inhaling, 

— Tove that steals in its odorous si"h! 

— H. B. Farnie. 


Ah! for ever would this gladness 
Sliine on me brightly as now! 
Would that never age and sadness 
Threw their shade o’er my brow. 
But short as day, 

Youth passes away! 

Song, jest, perfume and dances, etc. 


Whether they’re old or young, pretty or plaiu, 
You can’t content ’em, vou’11 try it in vain, 
Nothin’ but trouble the whole of the lot, 
Whether you’ve got ’em or whether you’ve not, 
For if you are married vou’ve, nothin’ but care, 
And if you ain’t married you’re wishin’ you 
were. 

Ah ! Wimmen’s man’s sorrow an’ trouble an’ woe 
But you can’t do without ’em wherever you go. 

Dorothv Diclanson 


Onaway! awake, beloved! 

Thou, the wild-flowe,r of. the forest! 
Thou, the wild-bird of the prairie! 

Thou with eyes so soft and fawnlike J 

If thou only lookest at. me 
I am happy, I am happy, 

As the lilies of the prairie 
When they feel the dew upon them. 

Sweet thy breath is' as the fragrance 
Of the wild-flowers in the morning, 

As their fragrance is at evening, 

In the moon when leayes are falling. 

Does not all the blood within me 
Leap to meet thee, leap to meet thee. 

As the springs to meet the sunshine 
In the moon w hen nights are brightest ? 


| INTERVAL. 1 

= Patrons are rcspectjidly requested to be seated beforc the 

§É second half or the programme commences. = 
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8 V10LIN SOL! 

(a) “Slavic Melody” 

Dvorak 

= 


(b) “Rigaudon” 

Monsigny 

| 


(c) “Hungarian Dance” 

Brahms-J oacliiin 

i 


Miss KATHLEEN PARLOW. 


| 

9. SGNGS 

(a) “The Midshipman” 

T i-res a del R i ego 

1 


(b) “ Love went a-riding” .... 

.... Frank Bridge 

| 


Miss MARGARET BALFOUR. 


I 


(a) 

The air is. still, the night is calm. 

The evening brings its peace aud balm. 

The inother watches her babe who sleeps, 

The clock on the staiarS' its vigil keeps— 

The little son sleeps. 

The air is wild! the winds are high, 

The sea foam tosses her mane to the sky, 

The little son watches, the decks he must keep 
And face the night, that the world may sleep. 

The world asleep ! 

O you, whose sons are safe in the nest, 

Who have still at home the ones you love best, 
Pray for the mother whose little son 
.Faces the watch till the night is done, 

Prav on! till the day is won. 


(b) 

Tove went a-riding over the eartli, 

On Pegasus he rode; 

The flowers before him sprang to birth, 
And the frozen rivers flowed. 

Then all the youths and maidens cried : 

“Stav here with us. King of Kings’’; 

But Tove said : “No! 

For the horse I ride has wings.” 

Mary E. Coleridge. 


10. SONG .... “Sigh no more, ladies” .... .... W. A. Aiken = 

Mr. ERNEST DRAKE. I 


Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 
Men were deceivers ever— 

One foot in sea and one on shore, 
To one thing constant never. 

Sigh not so, but let them go, 

Ånd be you blithe and bouny, 
Converting all vour souncTs of woe 
Into hey uonny nonny. 


Sing no more ditties, sing no more, 
Of dumps so dull and heavy; 

The fraud of man was ever so, 
Since summer first was leafy. 

Then .sigh not so, but let them go, 

And be you Imthe and bonny, 
Converting all you r sounds of woe v 
Into hey nonny nonnv. 


11. SONG .... “The Lute Player” .... Francis Allitsen = 


Mr. HAROLD WILLIAMS. 


She was a lady gneat and splendid, 

1 was a minstrel in her halls; 

A warrier, like a prince attended, 

Stayhl his steec\ 1>y the castle walls. 

Far had lic f a red to gaze upon lier, 

“Oh, rest thee now, Sir Knight,” she said, 
The warrior wnoed — the warrior won her— 

In time of snmvdrops thev \vere wed. 


I made sweet music in his honour, 

And longed to strike him dead. 

I passed at midnight from her portal, 
Thrnughout the world till Death 1 rove : 
Ah ! let mc make this lute immortal, 

Witli rapture of mv hate and love. 

W. Watson. 





^!IIMI!llll!!li;illll!lllllilllllllllllji!il!llllllllllll|||||||||||||!l||||||ll!l||!ll!!!lll|||j!!li!j||i!l|||j!l|||iil||!!l|||||!l||||||j|||(j!l||||||!l||||||||^ 

= 12. SONGS .... (a) “Villanelle’' .... .... Del Acqua = 
= (b) “Pastorale” .... .... Lane Wilson = 
1 Miss ELSIE COCHRANE. 1 


(a) 

J’ai vu passer 1’hirondelle, 
Dans le del pu,r du matin, 
Ivlle allait, å tire d’aile. 

Vers le pays ou 1’appelle, 

De soleil et le jasmin. 

J’ai longtemps suivi des yeux 
De vol de la voyageusé, 
Depuis mon åme révause, 
D’accompagne par les cieux, 
Au pays mysterieux! 

Et j’aurais vouiu comme elle, 
Siouiyre le, méme chemin 
J’ai vu passer 1’hirondelle, 
Dans le del pur du matin, 
Elle allait, å tire d’aile, 

Vers le pays ou 1’appelle, 

De soleil et le jasmin. 


(b) 

Flocks are sporting, doves are courting, 

Warbling thrushes sweetly sing, 
joy and pleasure, without measure, 

Herald in the lovely Spring. 

Dancing, singing, piping, springing, 
With our mirth the valleys ring, 
Joy and pleasure, without measure, 

. Herald in the lovely Spring. 


English Version. 

Now J tis the time when the swallow 
Starts on her long lonely flight, 

Swiftly, with light winged motion, 
Towards a far land o’er the ocean 
Where sun and flowers aré bright, 
Thither the swallow is flying. 

And I followed eagerly, 

Saw her pinions brightly gleaming. 

Till my spirit, lost in dreaming, 
Seemed to shareTier flight on high. 
Towards the mvterious land Unknown! 
And I longed that I might follow, 
Follow in her trackless flight, 

Towards that far land, my 'beloved, 
Would I were winging my flight,* 
There t-hou art waiting so lonely, 
Waiting, O love, for me only; 

There, where the flowers are bright, 
Trust in me, love, I am eoming, 

I am eoming, my love, to thee. 


Gentle Zephyrs, silent glades, 
IPurling streams and cooling shades, 
Sensés charming, pain disarming, 
Do ve each tender heart in vades. 


= 13. ySOLIN SOLI 


i 14. SONG 


'“O Mary, go and call the cattle home.. ..'t 
Across the sands o’ Dae.” 

The western gale blfew wild and dank with foam, 
And all alone went she.' 

The western tide crept up along the sand, 

And o’er and o’er the sand,. 

And round and round the sand, 

As far as eye could see; 

The rolling mist came down and hid the land, 
And never home came she. 


Chopin = 
W ieniawski j| 

F. Clay = 


= 15. SONG 


(a) “Nocturne” 

(b) “Carnaval Russe’’ 

Miss KATHLEEN PAREOW. 

“ The Sands o’ Dee” 

Miss MARGARET BALFOUR. 

"Oh! is it weed, or iish, or^floating^ hair— 

A tress of golden hair, 

A drownéd maiden’s hair— 

. Above the nets at sea ?_ 

Was never salmon jet that shone so fair 
Among the stakes on Dee.” 

They rowed her in across the rolling foam— 
The cruel crawling foam, 

The cruel hungry foam— 

To her grave beside the sea; 

But still the boatpien hear her call the cattle 
home, 

Acrcss the sands o’ Dee. 

Charles Kingsley. 

“The Minstrel Boy” .... .... Moore 

Mr. ERNEST DRAKE. 


The minstrel boy to the war is goue, 

In the ranks of death you’11 find him; 

His father’s sword he has girded on, 

And his wild harp slung behind him. 
‘‘Dand of song!” said the warrior-bard, 
‘‘Though all the world betrav thee, 

One sword at least, thy rights shall guard, 
One faithful harp shall praise thee.” 


The minstrel fejl—but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring his proud soul under; 

The harp he loved ne’er spoke again, 

For he tore its chords asunder— 

And said, ‘‘No chain shall sully thee, 

Thou soul of love and bravery! 

Thy songs were made for the pure and the free— 
They shall never sound in slavery!” 

Thomas Moore. 


1 GOD SAVE THE KING. | 
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ANOTHER MUSICAL TREAT ASSURED AT 
- THE SECOND - 

' .* ,•« CONCERT 

Friday, November 5th, 1920. 

ARTISTES : 

Miss CAROLINE HATCHARD. 

The Fauious Operatic Soprano. 

Miss MURIEL BRUNSKILL 

The new Lancashire Contralto, for whom the critics predict a ere a! fntnre 

Mr. ALFRED HEATHER 

The Renowned Tenor of the Beecham Optra. 

Capt. HORACE STEVENS. 

The Australiau Baritone, who is creating a furore witli his intcrpretations of 
“Klijah.” 

Miss VALERIE VALENSON. 

The Cciebrated Violoneellist, of the Principal London and Pr.vmdnl Coneevts. 

Miss ETHEL ROBINSON 

The Tirilliant London Aeconipanist. 


PLAN OPENS SATURDAY, OCTOBF.R 16th. 1920. 


Seats may he bcoked at Mr. TelfePs Music Warehouse, New Market Street, 
| Ulverston. 
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